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The Prx15SOowNERSs 


COMPLAINT 


To the Kings moſt Excellent "_ 
OR, | 3% 
The Cries of the KINGS B ENC ff. 
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Acred Phyfitian ! 


We your Aid im vide: 
Grant this ourSyie. V Ve never askrt before. . 
Tis-You alone, Great SIR, can give us cale,; 
Beyond or Galen, or H ip pocrates. 

Thea fince we Cripples are in oureſtate, + 
JAnd each one Captive to his rigid Face, MX | 
A 3 Occa- | 
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2 T he Priſoners Complaint, 


Occafion'd by the V Vars, the Plague, and Fire, 
All which were inſtrumental to conſpice 
Our ruines. Be You, Sir, th Angelick man 
To prove at laſt our Good Samaritan. 

Nero (we read) was ſubject ro deſtroy ; 

But You're the Soveraign of our Hopes & Joy. 


Your gractous AC for us, and our relief, 
We ſee, and read, though to-peruſe our grief: 
Your Laws are good and juſt ; yet ſo ny” d, 
By ſome they're broke, by others diſobey'd, 
Each Clerk's a Juſtice, and each Juſtice roo 
Pretends ro mcnd thoſe Laws, Sir, made by You. 
Thus we lie ſubjet to a Brace of ills ; 
The Conſcience of our Creditors, the Wills 
Of ſordid Officers, a horrid Tribe, 
Thar love not Pris'ners, but the Pris'ners Bribe. 
Thus, Sacred Sir, whenas our wounds wax wide, 
You finde us Balſams, bur they're ill apply'd. 


When the late AQ was paſt, we did aſſure 

Ou: ſelves there was no doubt of certain Cure : 
Buc upſtart Mountebanks did fo divide (wide. 
YourLaws,that they have made our wounds more 
Then may Your Self, and Council, Sir, contrive_ 
No more of us may ſtarve, bur ſome may live. 
Tis 


The. Priſoners Complaint. _ 2 Y 


'Tis You our welfare mult defigne co work, 
Orevry Creditor will provea Turk; . (groans, 
Who though you teach them to obſerve our 
Will weekly pay a Tribute to our Bones. : 
Be then our Pilot,and corre& our fears: 
For we ſwim. to You, Sir, +n Seas of Tears. 
May our Lord Chancellor incline his heart 
VVith mercy to commilerate our ſmart. 
Though any man can die whenere he pleaſe, 
His Habeas Corpus can afford us eale 
And liberty, a more expedient way, 
Yet neither Law nor Conſcience diſobey.”/ 
May the High Court of Parliament once more- 
Review that AG they lately paſs'd befage.” 
And may each Judge confider lo to do, * 
They may be honour'd,and be pray'd for too. 
Your Lawsare Cordials to a Commonweal, 
That, like Achilles lance, both hurc and heal. 


Our Griefs are great, and their immortal [1.M 
Will breed at length but Moths in their eſtate: 
You are the Gilead that muſt yeeld us Bah1, 

Or we ſhall fink ere we behold a Calm. 

V Vhat You have done forPris'ners that are'weak,. 
Sufficient is to make a Dumb man ſpeak : 


Bur 


2 The Prijoners (omplaint. 


| 
| 
| But in your Progreſs if you make a ſtay, 
We muſt with patience ſuffer, weep,and pray; 
" VVehopeat laſt that Heav'n will have an ear, 
| Or to onr groans, or each ones filent tear. 
| Thither with zeal we ſend our pious Snit. 
| Sighs maybe vocal;though the tongue be mute. 
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ADVICE 


To the diſconſfolate Gentlemen-Priſoners 


I che Priſon-Royal, commonly called 
The KingsBench. 


Priſon is a Cage of certain Cares, ©: 
W hoſe Birds fing runes of Diſcords and de- 
So fares it in this fickle world ; ; (ſpaics. 
Man's like a Foot- ball roſs'd and hurl'd: 
Even the poor and honeſt Pciloners lie, 


Like filver Swans, to ſing their laſt; and die. / 


Burt what 5s a Pciſon, when the Soul is 5s free q 
A Jayl is but the worlds Epicome : jd 
There ye contemplate how to lie 
' T'th' Grave, before ye come to die 3 +. 
V Vhilſt others heaping up cheir ſtores of Par, 
Have.no more Land, when dead, then you your 
. ({elf. 
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.Corfider, there are thouſands areſo low, 


Thus Providence to Pris'ners is moſt kinde, 
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Advice to Priſoners, 


That they'd be gl:d to be as ye are now. 
Your want of liberty'sa Rod, 
To ſcourge you nearer to your God. 


Their eyes to open, leaving others blinde. 


W hat's your Confinementr, but a certain Rule 

That leads to Happinels, afflicttons School } 
To know no Sorrow, is Bo more © 
Then to be equat with a Boar. 


A Priſon is an honourable Jay], 
Where a clear Conſcience 1s the Pris'ners Bayl. 


Let Reaſon be your vertue, and your Guide : 
Impatience will but make your wounds more wide. 
If any beafflified, pray : 
[t is to Sorrows an allay. 
Is any merry ? ler this be his Plalm : 
Strike harder, Fate, for every Byuiſ e is Balm. 


Since by Misfortunes it is ſo decreed 

That ye ſhould all things (but a Priſon) need; 
Laugh ac choſe Sorrows come to day 
To morrow they may pals away. 

To be deje<acd, is but ro deprive 

Your {elves of finding out a means co thrive. __ 
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Advice to Priſoners. 7 

If you're deſpiſed, pitie thoſe poor Elves 

That laugh at you, before they know theniſelyes 
Your turn is paſt, you know your dpomz | 
And theirs, to morrow, is to come : _ 

'Tis Martial-law,which Pris ners love no more” 


Taen Turks love Chriſtians, on the Twrkze-ſbore, 


Happie's that Pris'ner, that can live above 
The reach of Fate, or the Intrignes of Love : 
There s no light objeQ ro pervert 
The Candour of an upright hearr. 
Thoſe Iron-bars that do your bodieshold, 
Are fafleſs burthenſome then Chains of Gold. 


 Vh.re Care will help,there have a careful heart; 
he _—_ Care wil! not, ne'r a a foolifh part : 
For all the help that Care can do, 
Is but to make One Sorrow Two. 
Then take no Care but onely to be Jolly. 
To be more wretched then ye need, is folly.] 
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